JOHN: That was just a formal ceremony. I assisted passively,
as a Jew might assist at the wedding of one of his

Christian friends.

SYLVIA: You stood when we stood3 and knelt down, and
seemed to pray.

JOHN: I would do that if I were in a Roman Catholic church.
That seemed to me only good manners, [U;//5 a smile.}
Do you think It was very deceitful?

SYLVIA: I don't quite see why you should strain at a gnat.

JOHN: I don't. It's the camel I can't swallow. I knew it
would distress you if I refused to come to church. I
didn't want to seem a prig. But the other seems to me
different. When I'm asked to take an active part in a
ceremony that means nothing to me it's quite another
matter. Fd rather not tell a deliberate lie. And surely
from your point of view It would be blasphemous.

MRS.  WHARTOX:   {Occupied with her own  thoughts]   How

dreadful!

JOHN: [Going up to ker and putting his an/: round her.} Don't

be unhappy, mother. I can't help feeling as I do. After
all, these are matters that only concern oneself.

SYLVIA: [Reflecting] Are they?

JOHN: Surely, [To Ms mother.] I would rather not have told
you. I knew how much you'd take it to heart. But I
was obliged to. And perhaps it's better as it is. I hated
the thought of deceiving you and father. Now let's put
it out of our minds.

COLONEL WHARTON: John, have you forgotten that in three
weeks you'll be going back to the Front? Sooner or
later you'll find yourself once more in the fighting line.
Have you asked yourself what It will be like to face
death without the help of Almighty God?

JOHN: It's always difficult to face death.

COLONEL WHARTON: You wouldn't be the first who found